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aa Pub Plays, as formerly the at Built the 
Porticves to their Houſes ; they always fixe their Lates''retheir 
T breſhold. _—. But at the ſame tone that'{ boaſt of the FHanogr I 
have received, er ripe I make You, when 7 
Treat you with a Ploy ſo worthleſs,,and e. Noo fun 
up all its Misfortunes, it does not only owe ſo tittle th the 
Hand; but breath'd too in a Seaſon, when Poetry even with: Ie 
fe reſt and Curious Aires, to the Ears of this rntunable Age, 
ounds but þ fl and wipleaſar : nay,” and what's yet worſt of all, 
= ater pac peri tS, a Company. 2... "Tis tyue, the 
atre Royal was once all - where the Hderoith Mis 
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is 9 a 
World to be bet pa ak ,, 
Fortune your Friends ; props as where's 
mg ds the # Man of Wit, and 
wies. For to ſay truth, Wit is never tfuly well fritwate, 
good Eftate hes rownd it. This made the Antient Poets fancy that 
tir very Muſes could never be Zdappy, nor cheerfully Harmon 
till they gave em a Pernaſſas for -thrit Inheritance, - whilſt their 
Me Pen NG &Grottoes Were all their own. _ 
the ant 0ars ; nay,it has one ve 
yy ys va ep dp 0 Sub: phe de- 
nirten Lo Fn cl Ative Brit» 
eiſh Princes, within the ur Jnceſtrits. Fane, like bon that 
hats ant bepkrivkioadk Gn have an ample Field for Po- 
etry even within your Self, wary. augaLgns Birth a Thene, 
of which your own Native Bards, could but rudely {wmg,.. 
But your Hereditary Glory has nd aceaſion to look ſo far back 
into the Records of Tame : Even the loft Ape is ſo fidl of your Fa 
thers, and your whole Families Active,and no okk ſuffering Loyalty ; 
Loyalty that en embalms their Duſt, and makes their Memaris fr a- 
grant :. T haf"if ever an Engliſh Monarch /hould have a Cauſe 
to diſpute, a Prerog ative to maintain, Or a Tury to revenye, (but 
Heaven forbid, that the Glorious Son of the I{nhappy Charles, 
ſhould ever have his Father's Neceſſity to uſe 'em) 1 could wiſh 
him no bolder, nor wh Faizbſuller (hampions, than the Heir of your 
Families Honuur, Cour3e, and Allegiance, But, Sir, my Buſineſs 


rive your Deſcent ind 


is not. to be your Herald nor Hiſtorian but to tell ou bow much ] an, ; 
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ww to Man in" s they prove: |. 
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Y ant it for the Way to Heaw'n. 

Yet Preſenſe, - and your Love 4bor', 

a indeed, it 1s 4 little hard. 
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- Hideous, Terrible, yn 4 th? 
Cry'd, my Dear Daughter ; uuryr.gekr 

Rang-noan; 4 Halter round his Waſp. | 

farther on this Sacred Ground, i 

The I Scene more Pleaſant grew; 1 found /$ | 

An Aged, Reverend Magron. 

with a fair- rag of Nymphi: To ber, "The a 

Paid 2, 9d ecgs Mothex- Abbeſs call. 

Their Mother | Bleſſing on. your - Heart, ſaid 1; 

I never ſaw ſo fair a Progeny. - 

But, Are theſe pretty Ladies all your wo 4 

To which ſbe ofaer's, in an 

Let me no more thefe 14 ale$3 he 

Fye, Girl, =y are all Virgins Neay Than 

Virgins! Oh, Heavn ! what, will become of ne ? 

me 1 then Live, that diſmal Day to” ſee ? 
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My Power, ro 
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Safely return'd? Andiut'thow 

To per foe Bieſkd News? 26: 
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And thou'rt the Star,:: 
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He cl nl frag, 
In your Reſpect: 

You! find him wniting a tch wad:.Coun 
of Scicily ; Yacquaint his Noble Pareqy,. [1 
What Fortune If 06 6 bet: [22B01 vl he 1 ads 

-' I obey.;you--. ziln4 721. 
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* And the kind lnftiGice + hi ra ct—y a 
"That -lights the yy eg er ork 5 b09 
Wealth, Beauty, are too! a 

Oliz. "Oh do nag -\ 1 th eo yin 2:2: 


= 4 Hak 
RU3 bnf. 


Phil. 1 follow: 
Your Leave, —_ 
My dead Panthes's Cay: mm —_ wing 02 190 
She ſleeping ou bp pE-AWares5 ud &'' | robin 
That ibe-May never Though! .. RIY 
But be drown'd rw Hm me lexvo-40) Bury hes 
In one laſt Tear: And w RT” C1 
Juſt Funeral - Rite ——— 
Oliz. Oh-my _unking Philander  : ) (1G1E!C a. : reciet 4 
Does that HILL: he 19321 
Phil, My 36 


Ne mng 


Hizafurcs, ugcdnyould Delis}. 218912 beH 
And make Love's Altars ſhine with pate immorca Firs "Pet. 
Oliz, Was ever Fate like mine? ba! 
vCors Nog! ran 1-4 230 ns CG whe 
To have a Princ your Bind and Beany, . 
—_ fn ; !  Goddeb, on Him: 
ve ; 
wan wy rg ira bis. | 
Ohz s, Ingrancude Return + . - 
My Kindneſs meets. My field hngraceful-Lord,+ NG1010) 1 
Our of a wild and groundleſs-Jealoulie, ib Yd 
Deferted- me vpon my p 497; . | 
And I, like a fond Woman, andyrue Wife, © 
MGurn'd for his Abſence, invoked the Gods 
For his Return bor afid' Me. And when; - 
Abandoning m and all my' Greatnels, - 
My fad dejeted Mi choſe a poor Cell, 
Toft my Humble State:' Where, when Thad heard, 


An angry { had revenged wy Wromgs, 
And puni 


m G ING. & SI 
In all the Excates of maths! Love's. 7 bac 1/1 11695 ajH 
Unbounded [ 
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Unkindneſs with his-Fate, 
I met this dearer Idol of my Eyes. 
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EY: oy 
at figral Graces ng cath b nA'w0th od 1y4 
"His Ls meka'4n; Qieriiigz!:;, I 125 4 Ns! w1118 
Olz. But he F -! "rs & [| % 
"Thinks the Oblation of a Smile-to07riuch: s {9-10 ,2Q = 
After my little Beauty chad lubdved >: = 20iq; ul 3 230 
That Superſtitius fink klolaany; eloniit9 Tote! \* 
*Which two long, Yeats, tf had: Pp a "Dead Mit; 
_Aﬀter the Sa Hymeneal Bond: 17 2111. 24 


"Had joys'd on Giming Lovers then dike: off 30 
Her Image - made leon Ferttcn 1 nig379209'3 {10 
"Struck with ar fi pale: ' nod br 
Seiz'd him all o're:} oli I 1124 


His Heart relapſed ; Need orieey Mann 4 I's ml 


Had greater Influeass} TS 698 YR YT ries 11440 dn | 
"Gd of -Ldve;' compeke; by} *9v0.1 92AgM bri# 
Whilſt all my Kindneſs dacs-rieglefttd-lye, 2 2507 


Shadows, and oily have greater Ehanns thaw I. ok 
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1 WEqQST 1101? Ct low | ba A 
phil. 1mmortal Pow'ts, You that: enjoy Mankind 
"Such StriAnefs, teach bins eMablerve.it; roo. | 
If Conſtancy beſk pleaſe your DEties;! 1.» 


"Why did you ſuffer mg;to vidlate/-; | ; 
Vows, that were ſcarce els Sactedsthan your ſclyes? 
"Why did you fuffer'tn&, 0:gaze; on: Fair”? ' |, 
Olizia ?, But ——-.;. 
Af looſer Fires burn! brighter | ia'your Sight, | L1i f o1 
"VVhy do I then, extinguith 'emv? gs ney fas of 
Permit mc, to embrace this Lady ? 

fda her ſoft Arms; and! revel-in-het /Treaſbres; 

Ard quite Gd es wy. Aa. * 
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Did.1 upon my» Knags, as 
= | 
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"L571 Ewternto! hire « 


Meſſ. Panthes; | 9534 «min | 
_ Pantheat . 
. So 1the calls © fel. 
bs "Tis. Falſe.)5 -\-\ x4» + 4 | 
- Meſſ. Read; and be undrotived, 
Phil, Panthea ! 
It is impoſhible, 
Had I not. been more. thana.hatt! or, 
on her untimely Death, thou | deceive me. 
Bur'yer theſe” CharaQters are-{ure the Traces | 
Of x my Pajtbeds Pet Your + meats s me.,' /[ Exit Meſſ. 


Phi F149 r Reads, | Vie. \e | 167 

Oy to your wer ad pA bericy in the Princeſi Olizia. 

J Now / thank the milder T poſer my. Misfortanes have 

thus made way $0 your defſerroed 5. aj I i ooh *requeſt this 4n 

Recompence fofi mf co Fn oof 1, that a I was Redeem d 
am her Captive, ,þ 


from Pyrates by. Oliziat 
would procure we free fe | dnto my. Country ; ; where 1 


lemnize your | Matriage w4t a pgedr Virginity, and live 4 — 


ger in my Fathers \E ajubly, - - 44 1, now mak ,« double One, 
whit 1 ſtile my Nane Lyſandm to.the Wark; but. remain to you, 
and my unbaPf7 felf,, «5 : | F 

| : Panthea. 
Panthea living ! 1s; id0Þa. Ay 
Would rowze-1a.lleeping layer from hi s Grave? 


But, Oh ſhe lives-to ſee«Phi Perjur'd.}. . 
Lives to upbraid mg of-the 'baſeſt Treaſon, 


The blackelt Infidel could &'re commit! -- 
hex dear. Herts 3 
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Give u and 

And cal gy fan x __ 
Teatteſt my Vows : 

Vows of rhat Sacred Force, Mon rw be 


No leſs ''no CWC 191 
"Than that brig which Tinvaked.co hear 'm:; 
Vows of that Force, that Death ſhould-pe're diffolve. 

How dare ſuch Treachery as mine fee Light? 


Shrowd me, ſome God, '1n wks þ Night. / (Exit, 


IN @:. 
The SCENE, « Bridal- Chambers: 
Oltzia appears Seated ivithine the $eencs, and Corina funding 


by her, 
Ent} Whittander; beraduied by Pyrgs. | 
on v9 7} wlgin #013 (ilnervleny:: 


Mi Where do eulfud ine ? this State for me? 
5 OLE ben, wy 
Pole My Bridal - C 


- & this a Place for "Chamber 1 


Can | perform the Rites of a young Bridegroom, 


Mick: in the Embizces '6f yielding Beamy, | 


| NA the ces Thain of G rn wn 
n co "i 
Turns al alt m AA Veins of Ie * 
Fee, {06 can mathe a baſe Reawra 

PO Love,' her kind and\generous Love ? 

She, who Y# Stranger,” both' my "Birch and Fotcunes 

Unknown,” me her Heart} her Self, and makes me Loyd 

Of Trea et would 1 Cywek from his Cell. 

And, Shall 7 pay Ingratitude tor Love ? 

_ when ſhe meets me with r eos Brightneſs, 

wo the Pleafures of a Noptial - 

Sh | I diſdainfully Mont — nd Aecprace? 
To a Freet, mot -Wwort _ | 
- An iInfolence carr db"'no - te than Damn 
Did I for this betray her to @ 


Guide me, ye Gods, itt this G 
; Ubz. Deareſt Philander! 


your Bridul-Chamber.  { Ear. 
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A _ 
As Fs kind 

Faireſt Otis? EE el 
The T t of my loft — jus 

Otiz. b 
Is this the Muſick of our Beidal- Night 7 _———— 

Phil. Oh, that Lidarſt but” rel her, that ſhe Lives! | | Abe, 
But that would-be «/r60 Tyranmick 'Cruefty.” 

Oliz, Are theſe your Vows? & vis the Love you promift? 
But my Philander, I can ſtill forgive you: * 
And you'll deferve your _— wi yeh! not ? * 
What ghee T Ic recall'd, ſhould | be ff 
Can Sighs'or enthy your 
To me, reſtore + of. on 

Phil. Indeed, ? "do not merit half thi Sette: 
But I will ſtudy to repay your Kindneſs. . | 
Panthea, now 1 do remember 1 
And curſe the Fate, thar'eonld have Pow to par us: 
But muſt thy Reſurre&ion make me Cruel, 
teful to ſuch Glorious Excellence ? » Aſide 
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Muſt 1, tike "art Apoſtare, break my Faith, 
Rend up the Nuptial- Seals of my ſworn 'Hearr, 
And make my Soul all one jous Blor. 

Oliz.. to Corin,} Obſerve: gloomy Brow; I fear in all 
That clouded" Heav'n, there's no kind Star for me. 

Phil. Had ſome propitions God,wirh the leaft Beam of 
In a kind Dreary; but viſited my Soul © © (Heavn, 
Before this Marriagg- Knot was tyed, and told me, 
Panthea lived, IN left the Altar, 
With-drawn x tlry Hand, and with diſdain > Ae 
Shrunk from > Fe ce of the Warld,greateſt Empreſs, ; 
To haye b&@ Toft +£0' thee: But now my Heart 
Is ſealed"ahd gone, arid thou reviveft too lare. 
Nor is my Crime my Treafon, but my Fate. J 
Madam, forgive a fearful trembling Lover, | 
Whoſe awful Feet approach his Meav'n 16 flowly. 
True Piety fears where it does adore. 
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BO, 
Would tempt an | 
Reſiſt th'impetuous, my My 
Light of my Wor . 
Am I the cruel, flle | Sim Ho oct) | 
' Oliz., No, my beſt Late, thou art not 3: now hone king. 
The Raprures of this, happy Minute, 


Would, ſigcten a +.) Fond Mm Dales 
Ne but | oy a , | 
GEE 7 tg the. Jai | 
She ha Lyſandra! hs 


Oliz, The might JAIL 1 
In all her Riots, maj a Std s Sie 
Could never Loa. dar her ith my. Pridey, 
Nor half. my, Kindnefs; wr or! £5 
Phil. Stay, Corinna. 2p | | | 
Muſt my Panthea then be a LK | f 
And introduce. me. to. Spleen? 111 of > df 
Can I out-live that; NH vitÞ floors 211; 
Oliz. What means my 1? 
"Phil. Muſt ſhe ſtand by, and with Re UE Byeg 


_ my falſe Hang: the ridal-Neftar hold, ,. 
my, falſe Lips ſalute the -Gold?. 1...” 
Wha my warm.Cheeks with Pleaſures glow, 


And warmer Veins. with amper'd Fiercenels flow > \Afode. 
Then ſe her. Traytor: in his N 
On Perfumed Down, and ſpread! Odours 
WhiPſt hier Gd Heart, with her brina-ſwellihg Eyes, 
Cryes, Falſe Philander ! -—and then breaks; and dyes. 
Oliz. Will you relapſe agen, and arg you going 
To be the-cruel and unkind Philander? 
Did you but {ſbew, me, Heav;n, to -take, it 
Phil. Defend me, ye Bright Guards of. Heay'n: Bo kinks, 
I fee Panthes all i Ig. Fc, and 
As Death, opening her perjur'd Murderers Curtains. 
So: Chaſtly Caſar, lo, hit Von : C 


af 


"oy we? 


| Oliz., Why this Deſpair, dear Sir? Thoſe Sufferings 
Will dye, whpyou ae arp? lodged, they, will. 
My gentle Looks ſball Toftenall. ern | 
Fle love you into Peace, as the kind Su 
Dilpe's the Clouds, till the. rough Tempeſt dyes. 

Phil. Nb, Angel- fort, thou art. too Bright for me: 

Thou art all Innocence, a Claea, 

Too Good to mix with foul and droffic Mortals : 

I am all-Monſtex, Savage; all that's ill. 6 

My Heazr's all Saker's my-corrupted Veins. 

Are only killd with cixculacing Poy ſons. | 

Ia my Black Soul, Ten thouſand Furies dwell, | 
Whole Mines of Sulphur, and. whole Lakes of Hell. 

Oliz. Oh drive theſe Viſionary Horrors hence ! 
Dear Sir, do not Indulge Uh unkind Frenzy. . 

Phil, No, Madam ; theſe precious Sweets. Ile flys ;. 
Take hence this Fiend, take hence theſe Leprous Stems; 
My blaſting Eyes, and my invenom'd- Breath. n 
Thou art too Excellent, 800. Divinely Fair, 


To live within my Peſtlential Air. [Exit. 
Oliz, Were ever. Nuptials, angry Pow'rs, - like mine ? 
The reſt = 


Of my more proſperous. Sex, compared with me, - 

Are Goddeſſes, in glittering Chariots ride, , © 

And make their-Loyers:; Vaſſals to. their, Pride :- 5. - 

But I (poor I) Court; mine, and am deny'd.” .. | BY ny 
. ut; * 0 
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_ Art. Hz Gobrias! How FT loath” Ari Walls? 


Under that Roof, that 1p lodged 
The Fiend, hay” If ws 
ns Inftrument of Ve 8; {gain 
-- Commiſſion fromthe Gods, and Pay Hell 
Olizia ! Dam" d Impoſtor ! ! 


Gobr, *Tis very ſtrange, my Lprd, that rwo ny it, 
With all the Pleaſares of 'he ranlce* Og BEA 


Cannot remove that Woman from | 
Art. Ab, Gobrias ! p_ 1 firſt bl at nay | | 
By the falſe Opticks of my wounded Eyes, 
I aw ſuch infinite, united VVanders, as, hookah 
'T thought the Magazin - of the Blind Goa, yo i 
His Darts, his Quivers, all his Arms were there. 
"At laſt, I marryed her; and thought my ſelf 
Poſſeſſor of a Jewel, much more worth ol 
Than all the Treaſures of the Eaft. ' Bur Oh! ' 
' My Diamond proved but Glafs, falſe brittle Glaſs. * 
YN, ſhe had fone her Honor ! She that look'd 
All Health-withour, within was. all Contagion. 
Gob. My Lord, might I adviſe you, you ſhould ſcorn her: 
Leave her, and her deteſted Crimes to Fate. 
; Search Nature'sſtore, and find ſome worthier Choice, F 
' - T* adorn your Nuptial - Bed. Get #Divorce, | 


And marry once agen : Some bright ter Beauty 
"Would ſoon diſpel her faint ang fullyed 


Art, "No, Gobrias ; for e, I loath the 
They are all treacherous Jeys. Even when they mele 
1n - Embraces, 'We- th in- Poyſons. 


T Alas, Sir? thoſe are but the monſtrous Forms, 
Tonth the falſe Light of your wild Thoughts preſents you. 


Come, 


LF 


Sourſce, Eternal Vengeance foe. 
Gob. If then you are reſolved 20 be your own, 

And her Fonpanech, VVhy,1 in this Diſguiſe? ? 
Art, | 

bh Tray Is not yet ſtrong 
his 


| to a Pitch fo þ Ft for trEmbrace 
- his v6 Mothers feree, hor, lay God, 

Oh 1 Rage enough;-to rear er Heart out, . | 

And make the Blood of this falſe Scorpion cure me. 


' Enter, vdlting at Diſtance,” Coihiion %* 
1.3 | | 1991 bne. 

Cor. Oh, thon unhappy Princeſs, that ſuch Love, '* #4 

And fo much Beauty, ſhould deſerve no more. 

This dull Philander, blind ro bis own Glory, 

Flyes from thoſe very Arms — | d ( 

Art. Corinna here! Her Cozen, and por Confident? 
Madam — — 

Cor. A Stranger here at, this dark Hour! Tore v6 
«3 Art, Corinna ſtay ; - Tis Artaban that Calls thee. 

Cor. Prince Artaban! Ye Gods, is he alive ! 6 
Poor Pri now thou art compleatly wretched. Jar 
What Rriins does this riſmg- Planet threaten? 

Are all the Stories ofgyour Watry - Grave 
Falſe as the Oceans in which Fame told us — 

Art. Yes, they ale all falſe, falſe as the Oaths of Women. 

Cor. How Su? _— 
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Art. fare Trayt/refsciyhan-feleft- behind ove. , m3 
Dangers ]_met, .and,Shyprack. I. have ſuffer ds 11114 
And after two. yeats'Travaily ap rewrn'd; !.c 111 
To cell you! that »But, GCnzen, lay; . 0:00.44 an» - 
How fares\ our Juſty Yb bas ; bovo! 1 on wi - 
Cor. Cruel | Prince! ifs 1 


Art. 1-,mean our young, brisk Wiſe, the Fair Obixia, | 
-Cor. Undane by her, unkind __—_ Lord 1 
_ Poor Lady,!- 1:CI ; ary bt. LA A «x 
o&. How could you be bb rbaroully Jealas?. ob 
Did ſhe deſerve, it from you R., - WA 
Art. No, \\he.,- IT »>{a! [all 
Tis _ I had-the Srtaticn on 15+ + be? 
'M —_ ,” Ge gan tao, 
Hd taſk ta key ng gt; Porn Fe Mes - TIT 
But np rFr s(t je root kind Man, 7A" 
He had only,'eaſed: mg. of \my firſt. Trouble, - 
And laid a good Foundatian for a 1degroom. /! | 
Cor.” Fye, Sir ! —Burt what black xr to id 1 
Art, Only che deareſt Friend I ave. 00. Earth? | be 
Cor. His Name ? ; {5 '; ; _-m” 
Art. nancy that brave Galla Man : | 
He that would-run all the angry. Elements, 
And'meet even PD any ſhape; to ſerve me. 
This king A4rexes, being rerurn'd from Travail,!, 7) | 
And hearing that, the Kiag deſign'd £0 give me 
-Olizia, flew with. all the YVings & Friendſhip, 
To quench the threatni but came top are: op | 
The faml,, Knot was Then ia,my' Ears,. . wa, 
He breath'd a ny of that dreadful Accent: _ ,,,/,.14 
Told me, 1jhad took that Viper'to my Boſom..—— 
Cor. Hold your Cariere— Pray, how came this Araxes 
. So wiſe, ſo knowing t,OVheogs bu had he this wondrous, , 
Jarelligencg r. private 
Art. From her own Bawd; wot aha Confdems. 
He could have told me all their ftola ws ART 
And Aſfſis wah ior three: Years togethe 
Had her ſalpe he left this Ki 


Her Te on have led my Sou [” 4 
4 Cor, 
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Cor. And all this you believed/ Now'Mtar your' Folly: 
Su that Treacherous Lord defign'd tGabuſe you, _ 
What fitter Inſtrument than this Arexes'? 
Who makes ſo ſure a Traytor, as a Friend ? 

Art. The brave Araxes ſcorn'd is. 

Cor. Why? His Fortunes | 
Were not {0 but that the great Lord Lyſiss 
Had Treaſures, Favors, Honors to beſtow, 

Such as might dazle a much furer Friend. 

Were you not ſenſible, that Lord had Courted her 
For many Years; and when he faw her 

Deſign'd your Prize, no doubt his flighted Pa 

Con to Revenge, and to ſtrike 

And blaſt your whole Lifes Peace,he choſe your Confident, 
Your own beſt Friend, Yadminiſter the Poyſon. 

Art. 1 thank you for your ſoft Morality : 
But I have, at preſent, no ſuch Gentle Thoughts 
About me, tb be preach'd into a Convert. 

Cor. Had I been you, I would have ſearch'd the World, 
T'have found that Impious Lord ; and when I had fixer 
His perjur'd Sout low as that Hell that had 
Inſpired it, Ide have brought his Canker'd Heart 
ITS 8 Feet; qo rnnonr nope 
Her eſs Honor in m ing Bolom : . 

Prized | her above my Like , loved her next Heaven; 
Not left her ſo inhumanly- as you did. 

Art. Yes, Madam, had we hiv'd 'th' Golden - Ags, 
When Milk and Herbs were th* only Riotous food, 
Then Women were not pam into "x3 
Then Mans more temperate blood had leſs gall in't ; 
And then your Morals, might be prafticable. 

Cor. Was ever ſuch a Cruel Temper heard! 
But, ſhe has rewarded that your 7; 
And fixt that Mirtle Wreath, which your unkindnels 
Had forfeited, on a deferving Brow. 

Art. How, Cozen ? 

Cor. She has taken the advantage 
Of that falſe Fame, that told us you were dead. 

Art. Married agen! | 

D "Cor. 
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'But *is ng More. hap 
_ Art. How, NY 
Confuſion on her _ ed Wl Blood ! 
Death! Married! Now did I not thee, - Gobrias ? 


What precious Saints'are Women? Curled Women ! 
Marricd agen !."Damn\ her 4 
Cor. What have I done !- [ Aſide. 
Conſider, *rwas your Faale:: Do -not blame her. 

You left her! baſelys ef& her all in; Tears : 
And as a juſt; Reward, for your Unkiadae(s, 
We had beed long: confirm'd, that' you were loſt, 
And Dead. 

Art. Agd ihe ike a fad Widow, drank 
My Funeral - Wibe on hier new. Wedding:aight. 
Confound the! Swrex i 

Cor. Oh, fatbear' this fury? 
Conlider, *twas a Sin of Ignorance. 
Nor: is her Error any lawleſs Love : 
Her Love, at:hyforſt; his only Marryed ; and 
You know, that Marnages are writ in Heaven. 


Art. Yes, they're writthere ; & fo are Wars,Plagnes,Famines ; 


So all the Engines of the Sky, th*Events 
Of Thunders, Comets, Earthquakes, Del Uy 
Deſign'd from the Foundation of the Wo 
To ruin Mankind, are all writ in Heav'g« 

Cor. Oh ny: Taſh fooliſh Tongue ! 

Art. Marryed.; Accurſed Woman! -By this Hand, 
The Sex4s all Perdirion, ; wild as Storms, #4 
And Ravenous as the-Grave: ' Their Breath is Wild Fire, 
Their Eyes are Meteors, and their Arms are Quick-Sands: 
And whilſt thoſe lead the wandring Fool aſtray, 
'Tis theſe devour him; Is. there a Deſtroyer, 

Like Impudeat; Inconſtant, ,Perjur'd, Infambus, 
lafernal VVoman. VVomaw datnn'd the- VVarld, -. 
Her Treaſon.drown'd it, and her Luſt will-burn, it ! 
When Nature ſhall all blaze; and the 'Poles crack, 
Hell gape, and 'all/its:Sul Mines:burit outs. 
Tis only Woman that muſt hght the Fire-bragds-! 7 


"Car. 


x "+ Fob _ ""—_ 
you Wy RP ods! Wy 
Cor. Oh horror! w t a Tempe ve Lnasd? |. 4 iff 
" Dear Sir, no more-://c&aſe this m4 as oe. J 
. Art. I've done ww” 
Oh thou hot-Blooded,» and infatiate vi! - © 


Heav'ns, F queſtion if a YVomags &. i». abt Wi 
= e dyes; but'only when her purrid Carkab, .. - ... \.. 11 
29} a ol 15 houled in Earth, TE 
b 1 The Brutal - Monſter makes a Reſurreftion, 
And turns a Succu#bws,- to play her Game gut. 

Cor. Barbarian! ' this Storm ; apainſt pogr Women? 

Art. T'll tell xg Arg ign'of their Creatian : | 
When the A Angels/ ward with rate 
And all their mo and Ftpaeace Was . grown | 
Too fierce for Chains to bind, or Hell | i9 M4; - 5142 


Heav'n in meer Polic 
Invented- Woman- b-Aipd es match” th eta pk. 
| Marryed = !  Perditron ſeize | 


How ſhe diſtratts me! 

Cor. Why this Ferious they FR 
| Art, 1 Rave t- this TY not 
= A Phlegmatick Philoſb in's wal We 2 

Would preach as much as this is.—Buyt, dear Cozen, 
For once I will be calm, and reaſon with. you. _ 
After 1 went away, 'How long * was ſhe 
In chooſing this New Mate, to fill my P 

Cor. VVhen yon hat deferted her, ſhe, bY; all . 
Her Prayers for your Return; courted. Sole - | 
To bring you back agen: was that enie F 

Art. Wis that Witch, that rais'd the wind hat Sn me? 

cor; i Tnhumane! A [Offers to go. 

Art. | y done: Go on, dear Cozen. 

Cor, And for that impious Loy, 

p 4 [Sn nab 


- A hundred'times"tport her Knees, I 
Call Heav'n, t'atteſt \her Innocence. | D__. IT 
Art. No doubt on't. | tk 1 41 
That's th'on aly uſe that Women make” of Haw al vo dan* .. 
Rn - ! invert Sat; | 
Cor. Barbarous Man, farewel! _- _.. 1bAo 4 
This Blaſphemy' s too horrid, _ es to 20. £ 
| Art. 


Nr = % Corenns 
be all ;- not ſpeak one word,” 
That ſball offend you. - 

Cor. Learn then thave a ſenſe 


Of her wrong'd Vertue, and your groundleſs Ra 
When you'd forſaken her, her Greatneſs ret 
(Without her deareſt Lord to ſhare it with her) 
A Burden, not an Ornament of Life : 
Then leaving all her Treaſures, all ber State 
Abjured, like a poor Pilgrim, ſhe deſerted 
Her hated Pallace : And in that Retirement, 
When ſhe had long heard your Death, and truly paid you 
For two long Years, a pieus Widows Sighs, 
At laſt, this Gentleman 
Art. Revived her Spirits. 
And, Did ſhe hold Two Years, full two-whole Years,. 
Before ſhe Marryed, bam? In that long time, 
How many Grooms and Pages had ſhe tired ? 
Cor. Go, bruitiſhlnfidel, thou deſerveſt thy Fate. 
But what have I pulF'd down? Methinks, 1 ſee 
In his wild Looks Revenge, like Trains of Ruine, 
Againſt the poor Olzias Life prepar'd: 


Let me who caufed” her Danger, be her Guard. [Exit. 


Art. Oh, Gobrias.! What has my Frenzy done? 
This ſubtle Devil will out-wit me : Alarm 
Th'Adulterors, and-put tem on their Guard.. : 
- But fly, cake the —_ of the Night: 
' _ O're-take her, Seize her, Bind her, Gag her; any thing, 
So you þut, keep that naiſy Engine ſilent. [ Exit Gobrias, rus- 


ning after Corinna. 
Enter Pyrgus: 


Who have-we here ? ſome kind Night-walking Pander? 
Pyrgns ! 

Pyr. Prince Artaben ! © 

Art. Thou art 12 2.4 


Forc'd Incinflanc 


Pyrges, 1 left thee , Brave, and Faithful. . 

Pyr. And, Sir, I'm no ill Steward of that Honeſty 
You left with ege; I have improved, not leflen'd it. 

Art. | thank thee, Pyrgws I have a Buſige for thee, 
Which if thou dareſt — 

Pyr. Which if I dare nor, 

Curſe both my Cowardize, and my tirude : 
Speak your Commands, and uſe my- Lite to ſerve you: 
I ow't you, as the Author of my Fortunes. 

Art. Kind Pyrgss : Know then, P've deceived the World, 
And by the help of a Diſguiſe, return'd 
Safe, and unknow. to any but-thy elf, 

My faithful Gobrias, and the falſe -Corinna : 

But I have ſpoylV'd. her #herorict, for ſome 

Few Minutes. Having ſtopt her Revens-Croak, - 
I muſt obtain thy Art and lInt'reſt, 

To introduce me ſafe, + and privately, 

Into your Ladies Bed- Ch 

Pyr. Vie do't. 

Art. Do, and Tie make thee happy ; do, and make me - 
Thy Vaſſal. To behold *em Kiffing, Courting, 
Embracing ; Oh, How that dear Scene tranſports -me-? 
Now Sorcereſs, le countermine your Charms ; 

And whiP ſhe fryes in her warm: Satyres Arms, -. 
Fle make her Veins with a new Poyfon ſwell, . | 
And put her in a Sweat more hot than- Hell. . [Exenni. 


Fins Aus Secundus. 
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vir. her? 241 | eli” 
114 UOL 
| Philander nd Olizil 4-4 Bed-Chonbrry: 
- [f'T ub 1.8 % 
Oliz. Ave Inot yet deſerved y your HoartankindP blender ? 
H [: have a maghty Sum; to 'reckon« with. you. 
Phl,:And 'tis: 2 Debt Lam 4p 
', 7, j'Lete me but count it up 7 then bluſh; and Dye. 
The Trojan Youth,. whoſe dazled Eyes ſurvey'd-: : 
Three tempting Courting Goddeſſes at: once, - ' 
Pid not behold thy Worth. The fair O/iz4e, 
Has in her all their Deities: Their Charms, / 
Beauty, Wat, Glory, are united here; 
Olrz. Oh Sir, lay, by this airy, flattering Style! 
"Yet you ſpeak kindly, and there is fome Bliſs 
In a kind word, to her that has no more. 
Phil. Mirror of Goodneſs ! Thou art all Divine : 
And he that ſbuuld embrace ſuch infinite Charms, 
-Ought to be Lord of all tttunited Graces, 
That Lover e're poſfeſt. Greatiieſs ſhould wait 
Upon his Birth, and Honor on his Sword: 
And to Crown all, his uadivided Soul 
Should be _— thine : whil&no kf Lighs 
"Should ſhine before thy Su”; But h;; 
Unworthy, far unworthy, want all t ele. 
And for thy Wrongs, ,.and. «my Ingratitude,  * 
When my juſt Grief has bow'd me to the Duſt, 
And the kind Grave has purged my Droſs away ; 
Thy Love I only can in Heav'n re 
Oliz. Can't you be Juſt, unlels you Dye 7 ? Nor muſt 
Yor tove-me, *rill we meet among the Stars? 
"Tis very hard: Yer tis ſome Joy to think, 
[ ſhall End Love in Heav'n ; For I've but little here. 


Phil. 
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7hil. Ob, matchlesSweethels12-And thou cruel Heare,) © - 
Since my Pantheas Pow'r has hirden'd thee "= [ -* 
To, that Inflexible and ftubborn Marble, 


Own, own the "Cauſe of thy iety 


_— 


Too Riff to kneel to this Celeſtial Creature ; © wag 


Cheat her no more; but ſay, Panthes Lives. J 

Dear Madam, I've a fad Truth to tell you. | 
Oliz," And is it fad, dear Sir ? Out with it then. 

For ſince th'unkind Philender will not love me, 

All that is Sad, all that is Miſerable, *. | 

Should center here. Sack 
Phil. More weight to my Confuſion ! wy 

Yet I muſt ſpeak. | [ | 
Oliz., What would you fay ? "O74 
Phil, Dear Madam, —— | 

Suppoſe that —— | 
Oliz, What? That you have got ſome other 

Dear Ghoſt, beſides Pantheas ? —— Alas, | 

You need no more; her Pow'r alone's too Great. 

And whil't _” ; 

For her cold Shade, you from my Arms retire, 

Her Aſhes have more Luſtre, than my Fire. 
Phil. Now you preſent my Guilt 1a all its Horrors. - 

But Madam, whil'it 1 gaze On this bright Glory, 

And ſtand like a Damn'd Soul, that's placed within 

Fac Sight of Paradiſe, and muſt not enter, 
pute it to a ſtrange commanding Cauſe: 

Imagine, that the loſt Panthea lives. | 
Oliz. Panthea lives! Then Gods ſhut in your Day ; 

Light, and the World, and all your Joyes fafewel. 

There wanted but this Stroke : This ful Word 


Has all the wounds Deſpair and Death can give. [Swoons away. - 


Phil, What havg 1 done! The killing Sound has cloſed 
Her'finting Eyes: het Rofy Sweet's 'Þp, ” 
Like a be-nighted, Flow'r. She's gone? She's gone! 
My deareſt, ſweeteſt, kindeſt Life return: 

Return, and keep thy mourning Slave alive. 
Revive, look up, open thoſe orient Lights, ' _ 
And take my Sighs,* my Soul"into thy 'Eyc. © 


= 
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- Oliz. Why d6 you wake me? Now: Panthes lives, 
"You {hautd be kind, and. give me Leave to dye. 
OP Heart break ; do, let it break: ' Since ſhe 
Fills all your Soul, there is\no Room for me.  [Swoons agty. 
.Phil. She's gone agen ! Return, dear Saint, retura, _ 
{Look up, and live: It is not 1 alone, | 
.That call thee back ; the Gods themſelves. invite thee. 
.Oliz. Why do you raiſe me from. Death's geatle Sleep, 
And force a poor loſt wretched thing to live ? 
"You.ne're were truly Cruel, till this Hour. 
«Oh, let me dye! I dye to make you Happy. 
Then your Panthes may poſſes you all. 
-Go to her Sir, and tel = when I'm Dead, 
-And laid aſide forgotten in the Duſt, 
-Shee needs not fear a Rival. 
-Fhen ſhe may ſafely pleaſe her Loved Philander, 
__—  — and fill thoſe dear, dear Arms: 
And like a Star all Glorious, all Divine, 
Riſe in that Heav'n, where: I muſt never ſhine. 
Phil. Falk not of Death; Live to inrich the Univerſe : 
'Live'to bleſs me. Alas! I only faid 
"She Lived, to try .your Courage. 
Oliz. Was that all? 
Phil. Ah that my Pity ſhould make me a Traytor.! 
But, Is. it Treaſon. to preſerve a Li 
So Precious ? No, ſhe cannot, muſt not dye, 


If Love can fave her. = - 


Oliz, But Sir, Are you. ſure 
Panthea does not Live? 

Phil, Name her no more. 
All that is Excellent, all that's Divine, 
Lives in.thy Arms: Fixt in that glorious Sphear, 
Let me;look Gown on poar and abjeCt Mortals. . 

Oliz, My kind dear To What a bright Change ishere! 
!Did you then only fright my Soul away, 
To call .it back again with {uch bleſt Muſick? 

phil. Dear Divinity ! 
S:;all 4 like an unfatisfyed dull Fool, 
Be willful blind to ſuch Tryumphant Bliſs? 
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Oc like young Alexandes mad Ambition, 
Idly and willly rave for other VVorlds, 
VVhea I have all, all Natures VVealth in Thee ? 


No my beſt Eife. [Embracing her, 
Enter Artiban «nd Pyrgus. | | 


Pyr. Stand there: Your Naves are ready. [ Exit. 
Art. Patience, ye Gods! Hold, hold my boyling Blood. 
Oh! *rwere a rare and excellent Revenge, 
To joyn their Hearts on my Swords Point, as cloſe 
As their ing Lips. 
Oliz, VVhat Man art thou ? 
Art. One that comes hither to behold a Sight, 
by ay iy a Saint, and blaft > Ar 1 : 
To ſee two ing Vipers mix their Poyſons, 
And a Dios 194g, Adulereb burn x "£6. . 
VVitrh -=1 far _ IN, Tons far hotter, 
Than that great Day, when t Eharioteer 
5 on - wi = the World on Fir 
Look here, Have you forgot this Face? | Undilſont/es 
Oliz. Confulion! Oh, dreadful !- aden 
Is Artaban Alive? 
- Phil. Ha! is he Riſen from a Grave? 
Oliz, Who waits there? 
Art. Stir not a Foot ; and ſtop your idle Clamors, 
Leſt my winged Fury launch your bloated Soul 
Into thoſe Lakes of Everlaſting Brimſtone, 
And antedate your juſt, your quſt Damnation. 
Oliz. To ſee you Live, is no fmall wonder! - But 
As you deſerted me a True Barbarian, 
I have no hopes you are return'd a Convert. 
It is not VVinds or Seas, or Change of Air, 
Can tame a Savage, or carffealm a Tyger. 
Go on at Ro Nee SQueſt muſt'd fu 
Art. Dye! By this Light, a 10A ifputing* 
And ir would pul an vat Artiſt, : 
Tiinvent a way to kill rhee ;- For by Fire 
Or VVater, *ris impoſſible to do't. 7 + (24! 
E | Betwixt 
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Mountains, 
Thy Luſt 7b Etnas Flames) _ burſt *em thro. 
Phil. 1f thou art hey; who in @ blinded Fury 
Could leave this dear ineſtimable Treaſure, 
And: baſely durſt ſuſpect her ſpowels Honor, 
W hoſe- unexampled Virtue is alone, 
Enough t'atone tor all her Frailty : 
Take heed' how you e-che Gods, by hurting 
This brighteſt, neareſt Image-of themſelves. 
Art. Young angry Sir, ſpend not your Breath. in vain; 
Keep it to curle the Hour thou ſaw' that Face: 
I have a Scourge fog thee, and this. brick VVanton, 
Fierce as: the Vengeance of a God, 
And ſwifter than a Peſtilence. Come in there 
My Imps of Fury; enter. [Enter Six Villains, 
who ſeize Philander and Olizia, 
Oliz. Cruel Monſter, what ona: ? 
Art. . The Light'ning to my I. 
Phil. rr the 
Surpriz'd, unarm'd, and made ſo tame a Sacrifice ! 
Art. Prepare to Execute what commended? on. 
Phil. ſubuman Sa , RTE s thy black 
Art. T oblige Mat ny pg! « rhilofefied Airs 
For wil chog Monſter breaths can 
Phil: Oh-bloody Tyrant, aim- your Rage at me! . 
Send me to Ruins kilt me, bura me, drown me: 
Do any thing, fo you-but ſave. her Lite ! 
Think when you ——_ that' Celeſtial Form, 
You wound all Mankind*at the diſmal Blow : 
Not only all the Mourning Globe, .the Gods 
Thernſelves will ſuffer, when ſuck Virtue bleeds. 
Art. Oh Amorous-Raptures/! 
Oliz. Do not touclr oae' Hair 
= 4 — Gallant, Ga-like Man: On mine, 
y a'one, pour all your We Vengeance. 
__ my kind dcxeeft Lord: _, 


't breed lefS than Plagues. 


The Fortd Trentany. 
Art. Rare Im ! eng —_—_— 
Exquiſite Friend: Yes, I'e obey thee ; 7 
And thy kind deareſt Lord ſhall ſee thee dye. 
But ere thou goeſt, call all thy Friends below ; - 
(For thou'rt too wiKked, to have any yonder ) 
Command. your black Infernal Vaſſals; bid *tm 4 
Prepare to entertain the greateſt Gueſt, | 
That ever | within their burning Walls. 
Bid Lucifer refigne his Throne, and fay, I've ſent him 
The only Head fit © be Crown'd in Hell. 
Oh, that I could. but make thee an Age in Dying ! 
And, Oh that thine were like Prometheus Heart, 
_—y Tian thy Rage? Td Stig, 
Oliz. How I dildai e! , [hew thy Sy 
Kill me as Barbarouſly, 7 vw at bale _ 
But when 1 dye, Ple ſend my laſt kind Looks, -.. 
Sighs, Pray*rs, and Life, into Phileander's Eyes. 
Nay, tho you ſcatter all my ſprinkled Aſhes 
, Around the World, each Atom of my Duſt 
Shall find a Soul, and flye into his Boſom, 
Phil. Oh mighty Love ! 4 
Oliz, 1f I can't live to love him, 
Tle ſoar above, and ſhine from Heav'n upon him. 
And Tyrant, It thy Rage won't let me mount 
To th'Sky an entire Star, tear me to pieces, 
And rend my mangled Limbs into a Comet : 
| Then know, when from my Glorious Conſtellation 
I ſhall look down into that dark Abbyſs, 
Where thou make(t Fuel for Eternal Fue, 
PVle ſcorn thee then, as I defye thee now. | 
CP Art. Hold Heart! Away, and houſe her in a econ. 
Phil. Touch her no more, than you would tread on Li 
Art. Spare her no more, than you would ſave a Crocadile. 
phil. Have' you no Pity? 4 
Art. Dogs! Have you no Ears? 
Away wittr her. 
Phil. Hold Hel-Hounds! 
Art. Go, or you're Dead! _ - | | o | 
Phil. Stay, or you're Damn'd! . LI : 
" | z AT be © | 


Art. — — Sink her: [Exeunt Philander and Panthea, 
forced out by the Villains. 

Now my young Bride, IUle drein your Amorous Veins. 

One Minnte, and the Charming Scene begins. 


| Enter to him Lyſandfa. 


Lyſ. Olr Sir tas you would” gain Immortal Honor 
On Earth, and Everlaſting Joyes in Heav'n ; 
As you would have your Glorious AQtions fill 
The Book of Fame, and like Aſcending Incenſe, 
Perfume the Skies, and Treat the Gods, recall 
Your Banifh'r Peace, and” fave their Precious Lives 
Art. Ha! VVhat art thou, fair Fiend? One of her Imps ?. 
Is. ſhe {o gone eV: ſo rare an Artiſt, « 
To raiſe ſuch Beauteous. Devils, to defend her ? 
wit; ;No, Sir, I'm one of that weak frighted Sex, 


_ 


o could not hear your furious Threatning Out-rage, 

Without a bleeding Heart, and” melting Eyes. 2 
Art. Where have I Lived obſcurely,, _ 

That I was never dazled'till this Mioute, _ 
Ly/. Oh Sir ! iff ever: Pity touch't your Breaſt, 

Save.a young Stranger, and 'a wretched Lady. 
Art. Heav'ns! were ſhe any thing but that Monſter Womans 

How I could Love her ?- : [Aſide. 
Lyſ- This black Doom recall * 

Puniſh your ſelf, not her. If ſhe has done ill, 

She owes it all to you. Had you perform'd 

The Rites of a-Kind Lord; I'm: fire ſhe would, 

Have made a Miracle, of Love and Duty. | 

You ſhould have mo*lded.all her tender Thoughts, . 

And form'd her Soul ,in any Shape, to pleaſe you... 

You might have live® an Age in envied Blifs, . 

And- if you've loſt all this, *t is, becaule. 

In .ag. unmanly Rage, you. faricited”, = 


- £ 
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Art 
The caching Heart-Strings, and the dyi 
" 'Y y1 Groans 
Of my Adult'rous But now, I 
My Rage can ftop in all its full Cariere, 
VVhiPit this ſoft tempting Syre» Charms my Ear. 
Ly/. Will he then me? Oh, my blooming Hopes ! 
Dear Sir, indulge, improve theſe Sparks of Pity. 
Mercy's the Glory of a Deity : | 
And it is God-like, to forgive. Subdue 
Your wild Deſires; and Heroick 
Is Nobler than the Conqueſt of a Kingdom. | 
But if you ſtain your Hands with Guiltleſs Blood, - 
Think then what diſmal Horrours wait on Murder: 
Wolves, Raven, Scriech-Owles, then will be your Gueſts. 
And. her Pale Ghoſt will haunt your. ſtarting Sleeps, 
Preſs your {ad Thoughts with Lead, more heavy than 
The Ponderous Marble, that entombs her Aſhes. 
Art. Begone, take thoſe enchanting Eyes away: 
There's a bewitching Influence within 
Thoſe ſparkling Circles, that un-man's my Soul. 
Lyſ. Nay, ; theſe Eyes have Pow'r to make you Good, , 
They ſhall purſue you whereſoer'e your go : | 
With their ſoft, humble, pleading, courting Tears, 
Ple. weep *em- blind, to. quench your ragifhg Fires. 
Art. Where am I going? Stay, my flecting Glory. , 
I had deſfign'd thar great, that brave Revenge, 
That ſhould have rais'd my vaſt Immortal Fame . 
High as a Monumental = Pyramide, 
And hid its tow'ring Head _— the. Clouds : | 
But this Young Sprite would ſhake my great Foundations: -- 
Take thy Face hence. 
Ly/. Ob Sir! — 
Art. Fle hear no more. 
Vaniſh falſe Fire, bright Meteor diſappear ; 


It; is: not Jafe for me to tarry here. . 


P) 


My mighty Mind would cep its facred way; © 'T 
| ſhe firows Flow?rs, to Ieag.tmy Soul aſtray. TExit, and 
4 + Lyſandra falloving him. 


Fans du Terti, 
ACT THE FOURTH. 


'Philander and Olizia appear in a Dungeon, Attended and 
Guarded by the former Villams. 


Phil. And theſe the Fiends,to a& the Helliſh Deed: 
They only wait for their Commanding Devil. 
Oliz.,” But when you fee me Die,will you be kind, * 

And pitty my hard Fate? When you behold 
My panting Breaſt laid open, that Heart 
Where my dear Lord once raign'd, all torn and mangled, 
Will you look Pale, and with. a trembling Sigh, 
Let a kind Pearl fall trickling from your Eye ? 
Say, Will you do all this for poor Olrz14? 

Phil. Not do all this for thee ! When the dire Monſter 
Dares wreak his Barbarous Vengeance in thy Veins, 
Thy facred Veins; and the unthinking Gods 
'Dare ſee it done; Shall nor T1 mourn for thee ? 
Doubr not that Pious Tribute of my Eyes. q 
Shall not my Dew fall ar thy Setting-Sux ? 
Not weep to ſee thee Bleed ! Ple make my Eyes 
Start from their Sphears, to view that killing Obje&. 
And when thy Sweetneſs — 

© 'Draws near to Heay'n, my fajaring bleeding Hearr 

Shall juſt keep Life to break with tune. 

0liz, Then you'll be kind indeed: Now, Murderers welcom : 
Rgiagiog all your Torturing Racks, Thy gentle Pity _ 


Oliz. Ts this Philander, is my Funeral - Scene. 


» 
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oh 


dye, y Thee? 
To have thy Sighs, thy Tears, thy Love, - 
Like miniſtring-Angels, mount me to the Skyes 2. |. 
Phil. Since, m Saint, it is-by Fate ordain'd; 
That thou muſt dye for-me ; and for'my fake, | 
Thy faithful fearleſs Love dares boldly ſet 
With ſo much beauteous chearful Light about it, 
Hear my laſt Vow. | . [Kneels,”. 
. Ye Gods, if in this little 
Short Glaſs of Life, I bregth one Sigh t9 ought-/ 
But fair Olizia ; 1f my flaming Heart - 
Blow the leaſt Spark to any other Breaſt, 
Shut your ' Bright Gates againſt me. | Baniſh me 
From the bleſt Realms of her Immortal Day ; 
ExpelPd for ever from her Heav'n, and Yours. 
Panthea mov, ſball haunt my Thoughts no more : 
Thee, and Thee only, Ple in Death adore, | 
Oliz. My kindeſt Lord, now with full Tides of Joy 
F can meet Death, ſince Death has made you mine-; 
My Soul's all Rapture, all Delight ! Grim Death, 
Whoſe Ghaſtly Vilage irights trembling VVorld, . 
And comes with hollow Eyes, and ratlir qa > 
To me's all Gay ; and- with a Charming Smile, 

Doe's with ſweet VVreaths, and flow'ry Garlands come. -- 
My Bridal - Pleaſures bloſſom on my Tomb. | 
Phil, Now you tranſport my raviſh't Senſe 'too- high. 

The worth of Ages, and thy Sexes Glory, 
Is all ſam'd up in Thee :- And, Muſt you dye ? 
Muſt this Celeſtial Light fall ike a Meteor? 
And this blooming Spring fade: like a wither'd Autumn? 
Muſt this fair Book: of Lite, writ by the Hand of Heav'n, |, 
The Legend of a God, be all defaced? 
And muſt.1-fee it done? Oh, deareſt. Madame ! 
I never was a Coward, till this minute. . . 
Oliz. How. Sir? * | . 
Phil. 1 cannot, muſt not, dare not-fee you dye. - 
Better th'whole Sexibeſide, were all extinguiſh ;- 
Their worthleſs Beauties in..the Duſt, Pe 


'% 


. And have obtain'd your Prifoners Lives & Pardons. 
With4raw ; they're now my Charge. ' [Exeunt Villians. 
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Tuphold the VVorld. .—Oh Gentlemen! if Beauty 


- * # 


* *. 


And thou the only -God-like 'VVornar 


, Innocence can ever move 


Look on that Form; ſay, Shall that Boſom bleed? 
Perform a'Deed worthy a Chronicle : aq 
Turn all your Swords againſt her Tyrants Heart. 

But if Reward ca only make-you Good, 

Propoſe a Ranſom that may buy her Life ; 

He pay it at the Price of all my Fortunes, 
Treaſures, and Honors ; all I have on Earth: * 
And if thay ben't h to pey the Sum, 

Tle be your Slave; fell me to make it up. 

Oh, fave her! "Nay, if you'd be Saints, Stars, Angels, 
Aave her, -and you'll deſerve to be em all. 


* "Enter Lyſandra. 
Ly. That Glorious Task muſt 'be aſſign'd to me : 


*Tis I that bring her Life and _ 
Phil. Oh me, guard me,fome ortal Pow*'r! j Aſide 


"Thoſe Eyes could never blaſt me nll this Hour. 


Ly/. «Gentlemen, 'tet this Signet ſatisfy you, Shews a 
That I have wrought the angry Prioce to Mercy, þ Lin to the 
Killains, 
Oliz. Saved by Lyſandra ! 
Lyſ. By along Seige of Tears I've calm'd his Fury, 
And cruſht the Snake thatrwin'd about his Hearrt-ſtrings. 
Oliz How can the ſtudy of that Life you've given me, 
Requite my kind Prote&reſs, generous Maid ? 
Lyſ. Baliance your Deeds with mine, and but remember 
How you preſerved my threaren'd Honor from 


A Raviſher, and you've done more for me. 


Oliz, Now my dear Lord, raiſe your dejetted Head. 
1 ſhall nor Bleed + all-rhe-rough Storm is fled. 
Why do you ſtarr, ſhake, and look pale? Is her 
Kind News nnwelcom? Can my relcued Lite 
Difpleaſe you ? Sire ir-carr. Bur if4t does, 
Alas, Sir! let not that your Trouble give: -* 
1 wik dye ſtill, if you'd not have me live. Phil. 


- 
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tkive)ined: Live. to be ITN | 


— heir dn Fu -Pie : 
Fit 'Votaries, great; Saint, 'to:Kneel ro:Thee. + MH22 
Lyſ. And would not I, your loſt deſpiled Pazthes,  . 
Have ſuffer'd all theſe. Pains for you ? 
= Fanthea ! 
the Fatal, Fair, Belov'd Panthes? | 
And, 0's ſhe Live Þ, pn Saks « me thus?! 


Olizia? Oh, ay Fall I, that juſt now, 


Wrapt in my bleſt indeginatides ſtood 

Upon: the Higheſt Pinacle of Heav'n, 

Am, in one Minute, lower than the Grave. 
== I do coafeb, I told you, She was Dead ; 

Said any thing, [to raiſe your drooping Spirits : 

Bur was all my Treaſon. Tho I knew 

Panthes liv'd, and liv'd to call me Perjur'd, 

In all the-Paſſion 1 expreſt for you, - , 

By all that's Good, my Sighs and Love was True. 
Oliz, And, Would you Cheat- me till ! 
Phil. By all the Powers 
Oliz. Speak not one word in your Defence. 

No, Sir, you cou'd not, did-not, cannot Love me: 

And, Does ſhe Live? - 

You've doom'd a Wretched Soul torendlefs Torments : 

And "tis beyond the Pow'r of Fate, :to fave me. - << 
phil. Ah, qr, if there's Fauh on Earth, and Truth 

Among the Gods, I fivear —— 
Oliz, Oh, Sir, no more. . *= X Vt 

And, Cruel Rival, wa jenor enokghy. A. yiumuizay yd. a | 


= 


You'd ſcip'd his Heart, and \xawifiyr all H 
Whea his 

Preſenced to m The Walks; 1 © 

_ Sooke Re king $4152 19 2:1 bn: 

To th Tris Wor ll whe - 77 %dy 
o Dye, upon 

You moſt Inhumanely: have ſaved my 

And. waked me from my Viliouary Trealines, 11 

27 4 (elf a Beggar- DL bt. 
Ly/.. Do not think, | 

I had ſuch baſe and mean Deſigns : No Madarmy -—— 

. Oliz, Canſt thog: Diſlemble 100? . No,.'tis too pjain. 
But do not. vainly think, Vie: poorly live, - - os 

To bow my Neck-e0- thy Tri Charioe. 7 + 7 

Lct me bur take ope Look from thoſe dear Eyes , 

And. now falſe World, Farewel. [Offers ro go. 
Phil. Oh ſtay, dear Angel, ſtay! "1 

Oliz, No, my unkind, AiG:Lard, Farewel for ever. 
Phil. Stay but one Minute: Stay, miſtaken Sweetne(s. 

Do. not forlake your Loyal Proftrate Slave. 

To. fly me thus, "wank by.0o- hove-mb Bane? b 

To doubt my Love, you Stab me. By my Life, , 

My Oaths are True. The Gods can witneſs for me : 

They ſee, They know my Heart, my Truth, my Soul. 
Oliz." Oh, falſe Philandey, ſtop that Fatal 

Such were the very Sounds, that fixſt undid me. . 

Thou Love? No, cruel Man, ſpeak it no more: 

E will not hear the Name : It is a Sound, 

That I will never, never hear again. 

Go Perjur'd, Revel un her dearer Arms: 

ad wore you Love does your new Pleaſures take, 


your Bridal - Muſick make. [Exit 
ek ous Cru 


e Fair; Remorſelefs Tyrant, ftay ! 
" When 1 Preſerved your Life, 
1dis not come to bring you half theſe Torments. 
Phil. Why then, 


Did = untimely Kindaeks bring me-Life? 


* 
S =» 
& 72 4 


I've made thoſe Vows, which I-muſt ne'r Recall. 
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Lyſ: 1&t not » I Live to fee you Perjur'd; 


But you muſt take the Pride'to. own it too ? 
Go, Faithleſs Man: - But, Faithleſs as you are, 


Glory and Crowns tyo at your Feet, whil'& 1 - 


Go ſome Melancholy Cell, and Dye. 
Phil. Strike home, dear Thunder ! 


7 1 ma 
Leek. 


End, end my Lingring- Pains :: Am 4 not Daad:yet? 4 by [ 
What Lover ever felr!my Wounds, and; Liv'd2:; -: .-111.// 


Was ever Man ſurrounded with my Glory ? 
Trrintire Poſſeſſor of rhe Hearts -of Two + 
Majeſtick Beauties, ſo'Divinely Far? 
And yet, I'm doom'd to-/Famith(is Deſpair... 
the poor Naked 'Shave"digs. in the Mine, -// 
And fees the Ghtr'ring Ore aroutd him ſhine: 
Yet does 


with hopeleſs Eyes, that Wealth behold ;- 
Wretched, and'Statved, 'amidfſt a Mine of Gold. 
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NN " uſa Of I mA 

Enter Reta: wc 0/1 wy AA 

£1592 wr erat orivvo ectiulnc) bog oroce!- 

Art. What's dlatuss afid the Pow'r:zhat rs 

Man is the P: mort 6 and/Movesii7 (1 gb 

Backwards ar 87g Du? 

Now could 1 Laugh, to figdorby: /#oals 1:0! 500 55h, 
And yet = me ome bn t be otherwaſs bloM 2 

Where's all my Blu odring: Storm, nia.” 

Olizia? — Hull? ; and Calovd:; /andiall, becauſe! 1, 

- Fooliſh Girl had Power to'ftradk me: Gedrlel!c;} ;-.;: », — 

y great Foundation's aid /In Sand ; One Mine; | w_k 

<A. as encount”ring 490; and the-nef, + ne , 

Fm Tamer ng the meckeſt ny they __ Wh Ss 


rr 


"£062 1Earer: Lyſeodra.. s flum voy 
78 — ATT TI» pr 18 MA })- Flats [ ,009 
But here ſhe eames.” yT 11904 28-994 ern PD) Br: wind) 
"fe After I had: Redeam?d. 0s MH orig! Hoot « 
The Lives of Innocents, roms oat ec 1d Ad 
This mighiy/Bieffi6 from-your Hands) and: be rm: bt 19 [2 


Art. Oh, Riſe What other: Lives' have: you wo'Save.” | 
What to Deſtroy? 'Whar New-Commmands to Execute 2 - | 
What Tow”rs to Scale ?- What'Rocks! tolPloy, wt What; 1 
Mountains to Level 7] For diLbve; for 257 bt nA 
I could do all this ii Breath, - fre yon! +. 

Be free, dear Charming Witch, n——_— thy Obediane Deyil. 

Lyſ. Love'me? i: | 
474+. Oh, wond'touſly ! Ty:aelite Hereules f59-Y 
T could AQ all his Labours o'Te again. 
And when F had done; throw off my Tyor's Skin: 

Then take lis Difſtaf, and fit down _—_ Spins. 

hat-cruel Words are theſe ? ; 

this be Crud, + 
ict wy a kinder way" of Love, to-pleaſe you. [Seizes re 
Ly}. 
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Art. To 
To Revel in 
And furfeit on Deli Ofc wi0odim e Fealt. | 
© 7 tO 


oY Oh, Sir! If 
Er 


. Paſſionge 11lice vere 200 32. A 
et —_ : Neſicecatowks iu my Boyling f5 


[Veans, | 
- nyt vr Is aamme3e 41:6 1 [Rnfles bbs. 
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Is this Love! ; 90:10] onvls ner t tarnattla 
Art. No; tho this: be/notþi- 18 1's Or 79 
Vie ſhew ther what in. ts; weparts | - Y 
Ly. Dg,not, wil't Iv wm bond ot 
Can it be Loveſ-te fetal ithateViblebery) 1 v1 1 ol! 
For whigh,gqu, would Dots Hate youtdUlFand meZ!: nA 
Art. By Heav'ns, 'rislikecrioughs i] loved Olieze " 43V94 
That ing that I Marryed her, above! 11. 1 4.4 bis 
The ſpangled Skyes, and all the Joys wvithin\ths!.\c.o5a 
Yet before Noght, L Joath'd her-works than: Hell: VEITY 
"Yet, now. Ts; {i Th fy #; * itn fo tl: 4» \ 3 
I think on't, [ ne'r: taſted of her..Charms: E:1 "391033 TIT, 
But Tie be Kind: aod/ Riot in Thy Arms... wi x 200 D151 
In theſe ſof6-Chains for ever bind me thine) vine 15) 
They know-theriIneaſurebeſt, who: ſearctutbe-Mane. | 
Ly. Oh; Sir! ef wap nn purſue theſe wicked Ends, 
What Triumph wile Virgins Ruin be? £ 
To make a poor loſt Creature ſhun the-{1 T8 
And call on Rocks and/Mountairis thide Shane?" | 
Art. Talk not of Yhfime; but think ofrLove, dear Love ;. 
The BuſineGs, and the-Pride of- your Creation. 
Yield, yield: -or'I muſt force. your ſtubborn Pride.. 
Lyſ. "Otrhold, Sir?: bhad a Virtuous Father 
Who taught me ſtil, thar whwe was fucha word, 
As Conjur'd Dew up; Eclipst the Sue# : 1." 
Made Earthquakes, Blazing-Stars, and-Blew Hell Fire. 
Art. Why do you Treat methus, like-Crud' Judges; : 
Who ſpagk them. Faireſt, who they mean, ſhall Dyc ?: [Ls 
Without thy dear Embraces, I'm but Dead.'! i: fl 
_X Ah, Sir! Confider what.you ask me;_ vw hich when 
\ ou've 
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Art. No more !: nn amore! Es 
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9 never Lovebilnbbalf fpigulbendioe 
"Lend me chy Hand: :9 Me ern nit! Thiffes. 
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Nettar rt ps) ane my>Tradfported Sant tf ie | 
Gods! Could my Burning Luſt (thar,Brand of Heb)" 
Attempt to ſet | this. V of Sweet an Five} your 
-And not-Alarm all-yout Hoſt,''! 


Searry | 

Her Heavealy Sat tor 'tho Monfier thats TIE 
_ 74 dlande-ienb more('/X our Noble Penittace” 
. Has gain'd your Pardon, hou froxs/ideav\ and Mu) by 

Art. + ye Gods.” Oh, quattro 3 / 
'Fair injay 4 Innacenoe, I'm no more 
-M 7 Gidtebs, and.nly Vode -are all Divine. Ver va 
By Hymen's Hoby Rites, | Ple rhake chee' Mine. * Off 

Ly/. Oh,-my hard Fate ! Ah, Sir, What doyyou mean?” 

Art. To make ——n__ for whe yen Guilt 


C1121 00 
De pode =o Mary Swe. muſt Amr WY 2A 


Under too Low 
That Fore/heat wants a Princely Corohet. \ 
Lute ongtes (Roo Oe 
Heav'n' owes (Grearnefs, a 'm it HI 
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Ly}. 
Alas! I've n, Gy a Per 
of. To. whe To what 


A Noble Youth INN 
Df. — (l can't Diſſemble,),. 


Fox: whoſe dear fake, I've yow 4 {6 Mou hd je. 


— —— ——_ 


Make me not Perjur'd, take your Prodigal Kindneſs in : 
For Love, and 7, muſt never meet 

Avrt. What murdering 
Bleft — Curſed Rival, bave more Pow'r than I ? 


And « 


Sounds are thele?. And, Muſt this happy,.. 


Ly/. Oh, Pardon mc, when lam bound ro lay, 


Nor all that 
Not Empires —_ my. Love, nor Forwnes force it. 

Art. 
Rival and Devils, - I yaur Sp 
She muſt be mine, te y 


My 


as ſces,, muſt alter me ; 
What Furies 


rais'd this Fiend, þ Wop my Right ? 
Spight. - 


blood boiles bigh, and axd nl fn my Pap LR 


Mo 


[ 
a. ll! 'd Mew bonita: A 
C0 ; pts M- 4% 
dy 101 4-/ or as) 
al ff 919. oval A 
| pn ' 4 TI'Yi 
goo" Ualtovin! } a 
by ye 9611 ] WII 17 ell 
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Art. Had F-i06'Sy 
But thy bold Infvleng | 
Pzr.. Oh, "ys, rs 
'Y To wake 

— NJ Alas! brrre'k 


phe; d TR £1094 1 bak 


hd JL 'O will 


She Loves Philanter,”'f | fan BY 1 1 g1 
Art. Philnder What curds L ELLIC L 
Pyr. And her fea? pair 9; ; ', 61 | 
| Impenetrable to-alt "pu 1117} L L 4 16 
I Your Greatneſs; Sir,” his fd ot 'World 'to hangs i in; 


And may command-a more deſerving Beauty. 
Court not a deaf and ſenſlefs do! : "Fix 
Your Thoughts more -High. From. this vain Seige retire: 
Cure. your wild Love,, and quench this threatning/ Fire, - 
Art. Philander ! <— Was Fee damu'd enough before? 
But thou.muſt cotne to-Preach'me into Hell? | | 
\ Pyr. Yes, 'would I could. [Afude. 


Art. Philander ! 120 Y C 
The very Villain has debanch't my VViſe, -- b2.tl 
Raviſh't my*Peace, and loaded me with Shame ; «\ 
Now, after all, muſt ſteal my Miſtrifs rg60:97" 7 ©» 


And yet, this very. Man, I've Saved\ ani Pardon'd. > cu 

Oh, VVhither was my Winded Folly griven ll igual nl 
Mercy, VVhat art Im+ ?” Get thee t Or hy 

t has the Race of Man to d6 With Thee? 5! Ls 12vif! 

Leave Human Minds to Nobler Paſſons tes: 1 v1 1: 26e 

A Hence-forward Death and Rvin,” Reign alone | £401d 24 

Make Hell your Vaſſal, and the world your Throne. WV. 1 
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*—ACT"THE FIFTH, . 


<9}. an 1+ _—_ 
wa? SCENE, A [OS iy 9 w 
: l 1 L p _ | If, — 


My Mater, Conde Rival ? dS, 
Purchi CGG: Chorildrd 


all this Threat'ning Storm. [Exit. 
w.4rt. Cold as the Norrh : By all that's Good, Impenetrable 
As Rocks of Adamazt. a; How ſhe baffles me! + -::7 (1c 7 
my pr Layer Gloryf/1 4s 

"37: Agonies.ds 1:1 2)! 27 * 
Iliis is wonderful. - - 


. *Tis "IOW? the great Prince 4rr 
With all ek Few. Forrunes, | cannot mmm. 


7. Thy hal Gap of hp Gang nog in 


This Fair 
Doats on the Falſe philander, "Tis Philander, 


Whoſe threatning Poa ends gd faming Sward, 


. To | 
ELET aa 
Hepes HY 


But 1 will vt m 
The Raviſher of all 
_”—_—_ wo cher a 4 th 


tne thnirvds! s xt HY vt 
by Thi ia ©: vil hated 1931, "Io | 
hat fyt1 $5 _ tvs nA 
= A Setondt Worts! jc —— 12ND 
Gob. Yes, Sir. (IS Sit ont] a} wit eonbdut od N 
Art. "Tis wet: The Guindiew(Dragoa: __ & WES 
And then, dyEnchamed Beauty is amy-pw. | {5117 bo 


0 3h aayd augnv/ HI CR | 
£xrer Philande®'and Decius. | 


«1: © 967 ym agtT] ba, | 
#bjl. Hither ecu, card, ee. | 
A Solemn_ Feaft' of Blood- + 1 ed ay i is 621% 
Art. Yes, and:yodrs'welcam.: 1H '4 ft adv if 
And, Sir, ro make jour Emeraiumem p 
Know "tis aS Glorious Beta. __ (01:22. 7 
Next the Finft Mover, .\ LL i emer 


Tis Love and: Honowt Ter the Globe :- ” "Tis thee " 
Thar Rule Munkind, and* Guide, the Serakes of Fate:' * 
an. Sir, thoſe Mighty Names have bouk-been whong> by you: 
'tis. your Blood make an 'Expiarion. | 
Cul Atnrroroyr apr: that 'ris. Philander 
P rd 1 2 ba); 2a 
And ma Jv InaoccMibe. 0H NO0G-72 ws o edonh ; 
Phil. My Lord}. 1: > Nnq you extgile®' viff ated, 
If it be that, char" calls\ me;'10-the.. T! ''f vd hb ron 11 
om ſhould we Bight for what” Fealmly' Yield Þ- | | *, 


and to ſecure that Title, . 
—_ yows all you; ado oe tha Tr z}T v7 brig? 
Wixh.no lcls Phing'eban, yas: Me-gvoireſk: Hive... 07 bn 
* | 
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BABFy ain ons tC 
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Q 


Whilſt thou drdw'& Breath, : will, as ry (W1l. 
Phil. Now, angry Sirg Wo meet 
For whil'ſt thou po, 


or De 
whi 


h 


Gob. Howe're, bold Sir | 


VVith this Advantage I ſhall Bluſh to Kill thee, 
I' muſt not give thee Life '' 7 pn 7 bo 


+ Os 


7 9” of 


oy On PINS 4 
01Ulas San il \ irc wof! oT 


| up wiHeav'n | 

MF ;-40r NOW are:even. |: 
the here? [VVell, :S% xÞ ihay fc: 
$4 Wo au7 


LOT wx 6 
WIDY412> 2 "rt: 8 alt br 
"Dates dhe.) þ! Lc. 
iedenic< priky nigh 
Difions'Ariabda: 


Muſt 1 hen ve 


The _VVorle 5 "for" . 
Here word 'agtin Fol TY 
But on ot otugr> thas you'lt us's | a 
Forger tar e're "was tnine ; 'n ain ity! {1/1 
VVith all your Hega /once- mire "this Heart." 

Art. Bold, Sir! Thos ng $5 "woke Death Tee buy, 
Even at the Price of my Eternity. 
Nay, I would give my and" Heay'n, to Kill thee.- " 
But forced by Honors Utead Commanding Pow'rs. Ms 


I muſt not hift a Hand againſt his Life. 
" Phil. Now Fm utidone* Now; we're beth why. Wiethed 

'Tis to thy Life my tortur'd Soul muſt owe- 

More Pains, more Hells than wretched Man ere bore: . 
Art. Nor muſt my Soul leſs Torments feel-than thing. 

But fince we ne'r cat! meet as Foes again, 

Farewel thou Peſtilential hs [ape 

Thou everlaſting Bar co alt 'my 
Phil. How dilmally this Faral Morring ends d” 


We were kind Enemies, bur Ge —_— \ [Eaxt. 
Mel. Great vir,. Thas as I fall, Gimplore Pardon, 


or he wy -» "games: one. e, the Fair 
4? Is ſhe W  Meſſ. 


6. 


- " "7 3 


"1 ho. 2xla Alajut 


Lodg'd within a Cloiſter..'. 


immune is 2 os {of 
For ev Raviſl'e: - RT and Me. 1 a 714 
Meſſ. Aud this, mpLord, vn he labehe) her'; / [Gives 
; | hom-s Letter." 
To tell -y you; That the Fail Kaine of Lawey: L151 1021 
Is that h Sound ſhe'now!: ſhall hear;no- more:s - 
Art. Not hear the Name! Nor hear it! Yes, fair NrPick 
Pile thunder't in thy Ears, *till"I'am Dead. 
Nay, when thy Scorn has laid my Bones in Duſt# " 
ie burſt my Marble *Lead,'\'rarcle: the Chaibs > 
Of my Infernal Jaile, tv relb-chee,'T 
That I was: Damn'd by: Thee Yes, t ſhate heart: 
My murmuring Groans, thy*murder'd: Lover's Groans. 
VVhiPt all that Flowi , thoſe Beaureous Treſles, + 
On thy Proud Fore-head, fixt with Horrour, ſtand, 
Breftel ike the ſtrutting Porcupine” ''! »! | 
And the Bright Fares, in thole bewitching/ Eyes, * 
VVane, and burn Pale,” at my approaching Ghoſt. _ 
Mefſ.. Not'all the Groans and Agonies of Love, q 
I fear, will move her now. Nought but the Language : 
Of Death -and -Heav'n, will now- be underſtood. « . 
Thoſe Cloiſter'd Saints are Deaf to Fleſh and Blood. 
Art. A Cloiſteo} Curſe on that Religious Cheat ! 
And, Muſt that ſhining Beauty lie Entomb's, 
Buried alive, and 'this to make a Saint ? - 
Dull Prieſts, you Lieb To Saint that Beauteous Sex, 
Teach”*em to Love, be Kind, E -and Crown }- 
Some happy Lovers'Bgd: -Then live to fee 
Theie warm Defires ble with a Numerous Race 4 


Born-7 


46 
| Born to inxich the World, and Hd 
--Do this, and t 


— Nob 
"20h; od {hy 3 


This is the only x (Fay | gpiqualt 14. oAil_,l 
; To woos - IE 4% Prot Ji "1 $61 
. This Bleſſing, (agua i; Lis i113 Site 
| How c're other Picks:OrG evepe yy 9) FR 


| Tortd 77 wit Tout) 14 .t; bt 7 
. Enter Phtlander 


Phil. «Slaves at. —— cha; ph 
Harden'd to Labours, they! their 


to uſt: Fe - os; % A 
| FN Mo 421 
"Deſpair in Love, \rhenghy eve gas ies 


"We with —_— 
Remember:the NE _—_ went. 


And with frefb Pans, ow wales wg: ape 
To think our: Goa wt Rie wor inace-- 1" py 


nnd 19 ot 3:2 1H "2 901) 1) arty 4; 


« &; (7 [14 # 


F. Oh, 
"Your rodng Finn fo hot diFeve,. 51 1 fn 
"Shall make: but Brogs bool; pad ft « Lene | 

The burning Lake wietsn/ead.. eqs ,» 
2h, Oh, be hires 
2x m | 
Pyr. Ah, Sir! the Prince, my Maſter, — 
Phil. What of 'him? 
Pyr. You know he loves Lyſandra ;- and but now 
His Amorous Suit renew'd: He beg'd, fight, languiſh't ; 
'But all in vain. His is Gaelling Tears, his: ga Pangs, | 
And-dying«Groans, had all no Power to move 
1n ſhort, Her haughty, mexcile(s Diſdain, 
So ſtung his tortur'd Soul; till at the laſt, | 
Courting and Threatoing, and as oft ds. 


Her $cotn on Scorn, rais'd Rage on. =w all;it« 1: 
His Reaſon, Religion, Conſcience, Lov Y 
Prown'd in the groaning Storm, he ſnatch't his is Dagger, 
And, at one ch Ol be her eremlling: Soul. 


Phil. Horrour 1nd Plus Gods, Dags-your Thunder (leap? 
Pyr. 


% 


- 


”r. | | ad. , mw” 
Inhumane Butchiery, F q her fn ' her Bed. [ F | 
And the ſame __ bath'd in \ oe 'SAEL i 
He left her gfovelling on/the} ing Floor, | | 


Fi wi che LS TER paw” 


enough ro Damn thee--;- ,., [Ex/8 Pprgus S 


FI TS. NR (11 * "wr 


Wee? bane Dies Dead, M 
Iaviſibje, 4b. mol 


Tek *= £ oY 
Thes from my; Rage "like a gew Herewley, olto7 
Ile Dive to Hell,” but I will reach- this: Fraytour: 


Bug 
i 1:9) 1 x: Enter [Artaban., L 


marl pj ST; | 


Yonder he comes ! "Trpumphage ippionrer | 4 | 


Art. Ah, Sir! 
Phil. Ravens and OR. The Inſulting Hoadct 


Fair Panthes is forever loſt, 


Owns-th'Exacrable Deed. | [Aides 
Art. And adw;. Philonder, | 

Beſet with all the- Gs Ba GLE: 

Hither I come —- | | 
Phil. Yes, Infidel, to Dye? =” \ [Drans. - 
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Bale Hell-Hownd; Have: thy 
Art. Coward, fads 
Phil, To Thee? To: They 

.Thy ſtartled Conſcien&s/ rough 
Art. Why all this 

Phil. Oh, harden? $4 -! ' 


art, Af bm Dy ink Ier-the' ink; als Mandan, 
"Why thou haſt ed the vr Mam'that' Lov'd thee ? 


Phil. Loney by black 
With fair Cl, ma Wn 
Breath — a Word Aoi 
Art. Oh, Nirange Tplcty : 
I lift a Hand R_— — 


What Poiſonous” 'Traitour 'has abug'd your: Ears? 
Phil, What do T hear? © 
_ Art. As you would give 
Me Peace within the Grave; - and Bliſs in Heav'n, 
"Name me the Monſter, 
Phil. Has that'' 
Art.. Did he tell y 


What. maze than Hell Rage, provok'd him to." 
This, Blaſphemy ? By m hug Flopes/> 
Olizza, ob Fair & <p lives. 229% 118191 

Phil, Oh, abhor'd Slaye! Oh, mnoNdeteſted Yin 
Has my miſtaken, cunſt; : thflrma nal Fury 9/1 
PulPd down ſuch Ruins? nc 

Art... Ah, Forbearh; Grief!” + LS 1 It! 2: 
My Life's not werth . The Cract, Fair! 'P anvhbs 
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Could 


 9a£cm bluosy 

Lyſavdra never Love me? 

tone, Spark of-/Pity ? 
Framick World, 


pw )1 


of x 


d Ile. 1d. beh [ Dies. 
 #hi.Wha done? What Guilt, what Shame,what Horrors 
Surround my. ' ' Ye Gods,,. 

Olizia ! ight Miracle of Honour, 


With his laſt Breath, could -bleG his Murderer. 
Thou moſt unhappy, injured Prince, farewe]. 
ages gas th'Effett. 
Of Loye? ' Great Zap, the brigheelt Spark of Hearn, 
r! 


Could blow into this Thunder! O, ye Gods ! 
What 15 your World ? What's Life?- What's Human Fate ? 


When if your Dooms our Rujnes: haye Decreed, 
The- nobleſt Cauſe can A the: blackeſt Deed- 
\ Enter Pyrgus. 

Pyr.. What, do 1 ſee? *Tis as 'my Soul could with. 
Dead®by this. Light! H'has done the Feat fo ſweetly. 

Phil. Ha,/Devil:! Art thou here? Ye Gods, Task no more ! 

Pyr. Why that odd Face? Prethee, rough Sir, look calmly. 

"_ — hear me ! 1 
For, tho my aking Hand, and boyling Veins, - | 
Hold back my rays ee Heart, -./. +. 3 
With greater Pain than. e're thy Mother bore thee ; »4 
Yet 1 would talk with thee, | wd!' .c 2 


tie; andre 


PEE 


Six, Tis met nofh 


ro like a Pla 
I knew, at laſt 
Would br % 
And when ſhe had 
Would be deteted ; atid I 
If wy my Throat, TE | 
But now, my Soul's tb C1; 'T- 
To ſee my Slaye ey Tims Th ; 
That gay, proud, f ba 
Thus, *twixt 
I made thy 
To cut Saſery 4 
Phil. Danaatieyh 


Pyr. Only, bg 
If you're et pi a. Death, 
I am a Rook, and gofor vhs 

Phil. Slave! Do'ſt rhov think to 

Pyr. Are yoy ſo Brick? — 
Curſe on Hand! 

Yet hold ! Hear me one | 

Phil. Speak then, make haſt: * 

Be quick, and ſhort ; for know, this Breath's your laſt. 

?zr. Tho that dull wand'ring Fire has miſt Life, 
I've ſtill the Odds: Know, this invenomed Steel, 

With the leaſt Touch, pol es Death. Retire, raſh Man ; 


#F Þ 
': 


 Arthy? ; 
S, and hom. 
'v "40 "Lv. 


There's IE in this 


I in thy Veins. 
hy erg Venomous Bloated Soul, 


Go, tell thy 
; Thee, nd thy Arts Mie thus Confound. [Kills bins, 
*Z Pyr. foes Kil'd pry Cs Curſe thee ey 

a» Oh, my Breath grows Faint, my Byes-rata Giddy ; - 


En tas - © 
. _ 'V%. | Y Y 
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generous Prince, who with tris Breath, 
Gave me Oliz4s, Periſh't by his Hand, 
Scene of 'Horrour? " 


Phil. 
O0liz, Nothing, y —_ apaakld5 vr 
The Debts of dying Loavey,mIho: ol fees © 
: Divorced me Tax, thy: Axes, and Gancell'd: all 
Our Marr) joys; Pk in. the-Grave;-1p thats; | 
Cold Bri *deny'd, 1 


To he a {leeping: Virgin by Side: OV 21 
Phil, Can = Kind and Prigcels 


| And all for her _y NS Sonar Ts 
Oliz. Alas, Sir! What have: c0.do with "hab 

Life, Youth, and Beauey'? .Argthey not/ell Yours, 

Created Yours, a Part of my 161d}: - 

And, Should argue dare pu hy gone. 


"No, *tis but Juſt, they 
'When the Free” 2 d'Bloſſoms die. 
Phil. Now, thou'rt yen uy iehlim +3 | 
Oliz., Could I do/Jeſs,00 ſhe! Llayed. Bhilander ? 
The meaneft of my Sex-can{Lwe-and Loye; | 
Each common Spark” in{pires/that Noble. Heat, 
To Die for»Love, (is only ayply (Grgar, .' 
Nor is this all the Glory a&ray Death; - 
Ye Gods, I bring my Ihnoganee,;t0 Heav'n. 
Free from Loves groller/and /imparef: Charms, | 
I dic a Virgin in. D Husband's Arms! .. [ Dyes, 
Phil. She's dead! She's lead! Megt-ber,ye Gods ! Oh,meex ber! 
Throw open all:the ſhining; Gates of Heav'n, fiti 
And Sally out thick as. the, Beams of ps Ma 
To her Immortal; Praife new tupe your 
. Ar her dear Feepyour. brighteſt en jog 
Ye Gods, "ris w_- _ Day! - 1 
But, Oh! in all her H y. Pomp* 7 yang; 
| Her Loyal; Slavkit beomg, b Sauer? crea 
To fill the State of Train. 


| Thus may 1 Kneel, agdJhonfnedts Reign. 


